The Colloquy in the Jungle
religion which permits you to act so cruelly against us? St. Francis
Xavier would not have gone about a conversion in that way. Had
he been travelling to Arakan with a gang of slaves, he would
never have ridden an elephant while they went in chains, but
have walked beside them, weeping, comforting, suffering with
them, and pleading, as he looked up to Heaven, his face radiated
with joy, and beyond doubt would have convinced some of them
that he had a secret of salvation which they had not. But Manrique
did not seek to convert by playing on the emotions. He was calm,
normal, plain, steady. He told a simple story, showed how com-
forting it was, how homely, how safe, how full of common sense,
how it gave you hope and peace and content. It was quite un-
necessary to do anything extravagant. Enough if you believed and
acted with propriety. Certain that he was offering those Moslem
captives a thing of the greatest value, it did not cross his mind that
it could be suspect because Christians had made slaves of them.
But we are the last persons to blame him for that 5 have we not
taken away the liberty of all Indians and at the same time invited
them to believe that our civilization is superior to theirs?
Yet, this little drama, played in the middle of a tropical forest
with the monsoon pouring upon the roof, was not quite over. The
captives departed, quoting the Koran, but the one of their number
who had spoken so sharply and with such assurance now began to
doubt. That night as he lay chained with the others and thought
of his predicament, he went over the arguments which Manrique
had advanced. Could it be that after all he was wrong? If so, not
only had he lost everything which made life worth living, but had
nothing to hope for after death. For all his devotion to the Prophet
he had fallen into this misery^ perhaps his faith was not as sound
as he believed. Might it not be that God had allowed him to be
taken as a slave so as to bring him by the road of suffering to
truth?
He was so agitated by this cruel doubt that early next morning
before the march began he went to Manrique. ' All last night my
mind refused to rest,' he said, 'with turning over what you spoke
of salvation. Will you discuss it with me when we reach the
capital?'
Manrique: When we halt to-night, I will speak with you again.
The Slave: If my companions see us together, they will be sus-
picious and angry. At the capital there will be opportunity.
: But you may die on the march. Maybe the Devil
107

